The Capital of Pusbt+Kub
The old summer residence of the Vali is four or five miles
away to the west, visible among trees and known for the
goodness of its water. Husainabad itself is arid and shadeless,
and the slopes behind it sparsely wooded. It had just been
linked to the rest of Persia by a motor road whose smooth
surface ended abruptly a few yards below the Place de la
Concorde, not used more than twice a week or so by cars,
which the small boys still pursued shouting.
We looked down on all this suddenly from a little neck
on the edge of the plain, where the policemen and I waited
for our demoralized lieutenant, guessing that he would not
like his captive to ride into the town ahead of him. When
he came, we all descended slowly down a stony path. Signs
of civilization, in the pleasant form of donkeys laden with
water-melons, met us on the way. We skirted the main
boulevard, until we saw, through a screen of poplar leaves,
the light-blue uniform of a police sentry at the gate of the
fort. More police gathered in a small knot. A trim little
man in khaki, with blue aiguillettes, walked up. Everyone
saluted. He went to the lieutenant, faint surprise visible at
the unexpected sight of him on a pack animal: a few words
were exchanged: then he came up to me, greeted me very
courteously, and remarked that the Governor was expecting
to see me.
Nothing, said I, could be more agreeable than to call on
the Governor. I had come all this way to do so. But I
must wash first*
The Commandant of Police, or Ajuzan as they called him,
giving a cursory look to my appearance, evidently saw that
I was right. He agreed without more ado, and took me
through a doorway in one of the new streets into the court
of his own house. Three rooms in a row gave on to a portico
and a dismal little yard with a dingy tank below. All was

